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marked* " And had the customer signed this particular
note?"
" He had. I'll show you in a minute. But, naturally,
the name was nothing. I wanted to find out who the
man was, and, if possible, get into touch with him* So
these wretched cash-girls were called up one by one
to the manager's office, and I talked to them. I thought
the procession of light and dark, plain and pretty, sulky
and cheerful, intelligent and dense, would never come
to an end. I showed each of them the note in turn, and
they all swore that they had never taken it at their own
particular desk. It wasn't until I was nearly at the
end of them that I had any hide at all. And then It
wasn't much.
rt At last one of the girls said she remembered the
note. She was quite bright and intelligent in her way.
She remembered somebody handing in a ten-pound note,
because it was the only one she had ever taken. She
had asked the customer to sign his name, according to
regulations, and he had done so. But that was all she
could tell me. She hadn't the slightest recollection of
what he looked like, or anything about him. You
couldn't really expect her to, after so long. Nor could
the management help me. The name wasn't among their
list of regular customers. It's a confounded nuisance,
because it brings us to a dead end, as far as that par-
ticular note is concerned. The only thing I can think
of is to put a notice in the papers, asking the man to
communicate with the Yard. Here's the note, in case
you care to see it/*
Dr. Priestley took the note which Hanslet handed
him, and turned it over. On the back was a scribbled
signature, " Chas. Alcott"

